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for loafing and working. It was not insignificant, I thought, that in
all these arrangements British and American journalists co-operated.
Never in any other part of the world had I observed such close
co-operation and comradeship between the journalists of the two
countries.

But, whatever their nationality, more and more English-speaking
journalists were becoming concerned over the presence in Prague of
Diana Sheean, the young English wife of Vincent Sheean, the
American writer. Friendly, attractive, the mother of a little girl,
she didn't fit into the picture of threats and ultimatums and
mobilized armies and air forces on both sides of the border. We
told her, again and again, that she ought to leave while it was still
possible to do so without trouble. She smiled at our solicitude and,
finally tiring of it, she told us in politely phrased words to mind our
own business, which we did!
Saint Wenceslas Day.

We hadn't realized that it was a holiday, in commemoration of

the good Saint Wenceslas who had done so much to build up the

old Bohemian state and to promote a far-reaching policy of humani-

tarianism.  Like his grandmother, Saint Ludmilla, Wenceslas was

a religious man. He hastened the spread of Christianity among his

people.  He built many churches.  He laid the foundation in the

beginning of the tenth century of Usvateho Vita, the largest and

most famous church in Prague. The nobles did not like him, but the

people did. He was kind and humble and well-meaning. He would

go out into the field at night and pick grapes and cut wheat because

he wanted to identify himself with the toil and the cares of the

common man. He ruled only a short time, from 928 to 936; was

then murdered by his brother.  But the Bohemian people, that is

the Czechs, had always honoured him. An English Christmas carol

commemorates him too.  Usually on Saint Wenceslas Day shops,

offices, factories are closed and every family has a goose, just as in

America on Thanksgiving Day every family is supposed to have a

turkey. But to-day as I walked along the streets of the city I hardly

knew it was a holiday.  Everything was open, and people didn't

particularly bother about geese. Every one felt that the important

task at the moment was to keep the wheels of life turning. Only

at the statue of Saint Wenceslas was there a spirit of solemnity.